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p and. Do you heere my Lord, do you heere. 

Troy/. What now ? 

P and. Heer’s a letter come from yend poorcgirle, 

Troy. Let me read. 

Pane d. A whorfon tifick , a whorfon rafcally ti/uk fo 
troubles me.andthcfoolilli fortune of this girle, and what 
one thing, what another, that I fliall leaue you one ath’s 
dayes : and I Iiaue a rheume in mine eyes too , a d fuch an 
ache in my bones, that vnleffc a man were curd I cannot 
tell what to thinke oiVt.What faye* Hie there ? 

Troy. Words, words,mcere words, no matter f;5 the heart. 
Th’effedl doth operate another way. 

Go windc to winde, there turne and change together ; 

My loue with words and errors dill fhe feedes. 

But edifies another w-ith her deedes. Exeunt , 

Enter 7 herf. es : excurfions . 

They ft. Now they are clapper-clawing one another: lie 
go looke on,rhat diflembling abhominaole vatlet Diomede, 
has got that fame fcuruie dooting foohfh knaues fleeueof 
Troy there rn his helmc, I would faine fee them meece.thit 
that fame yoang Troyan afle that lories the whorethere, 
might fend that Greekilh whor e-maderly villaine With the 
fleeue,back to the diflembling luxurious drabbe of a fleeue- 
lefle arrant. Arif tothcr fide, the pollicie of thofe craftie 
fwearing raskalls.; that dale'old Moufe-eaten drye ch'eefe 
Neftor : and that fame dogge-foxe Vliffes , is notproou’d 
worth a Black-berry. They fet mee vpin pollicie, that 
mongtill curre a Aiax , againd that dogge of as bad a 
kinde Achilles. And now is the curre Aiax, prouder then 
the curre Achilles, and will net arme to day. Where-vpon 
the Grecians bc^an to proclaime barbarifme , and pollicie 
gvow'es into an ill opinion.Soft h^re comes fleeue & tothcr. 

Troy. Flye not , for fhouldd thou take the riucr Scix, I 
worildfwim after, 

Diemed. Thou doodmifcallretire, 

I doe not flie,but aduantagious care, 

With-drewmefrom the ods of multitude, haue at thee? 
T^tr.Holdthy whore Grecian: now for thy whore Troian, 


of Troy his and Crejfeida. 

K-ow the fleeue, now the llecue. 

Enter He&or • 

Uctt. What art Grceke,att thou for Heft or s tv. atch. 

Art thou of bloud and honour. 

T her. No, no > I am arafca!l,afcuruy raylingknaue,a very 
filthy roaguc. 

Hefi. I dobcleeue thee-Jiue. 

I T her. God a mercy ,that thou wilt beleeue me,but s' plague 
breake thy neck — for flighting merwhats become of the 
wenching roagues? I thinke they haue fw allowed one ano- 
tber.I would laughat that miracle — -yet in a fort lechery 
-eates it felfe,ile feeke them. Exit . 

Enter Diomedand Sermnf. 

D/ 0 .Goe go, my feruant take thcuTn?y/kf horfe^ 

Prefent the faire (feed to my Lady (ftej (Jid y 
Mow commend my feruice to her beauty: 

Tell her I hauechafhfd the amorous Troyan, 

And am her knight by proofe, Enter AgAmem* 

CMan. I goe niy Lord; 

>4^ ; Rene w^renew, the fierce Polidamas, 

Hath beate downe Menon: baflard Margarelon y 
Hath Doretts prifoner. 

And ftands £oloJfzu wife wauing his beame, 

Vpon the pafhed corfes of the Kings: 

EprfiropHS and fadas , Polixwcs is flainc, 

Ariphimacus and Thous deadly hurt, f 
Pmocins tane or flaine,and Palamedes 
Sore hur and bruifed,the dreadfullSagittary^ 

Appalls cur numbei s,haff we c Diomed> 

Tore-enforcement orwe perifh alL 
1 ' • Enter Neftor 0 

Nefl: Go bearc Vatrochu body to ^Achilles? 

And bidchefnail-pac’t <Aiax arme for fhame, 

There is a thousand Hettors 'm the field: 

Now here he fights on Galathe his horfe. 

And there lacks worke,anouhe’s these afoote 
And t here r hev flie or die, like fealing fculls, 
bdoi t the belching Whale,rhen is he yonder: 

L $ ftjtd 
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